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at it for eight days, nibbing it on a bit of marble until I
had sharpened it up to a point. I made eight long pyramidal
facets, and produced an octagonal dagger, as well propor-
tioned as if it had been turned out by an armourer. It was
not achieved without much trouble and fatigue. I had no
oil, and had to spit on the stone to moisten Jt; my right arm
became so stiff it was impossible for me to move it, and the
palm of my hand was an open wound, but when I looked at
my shining weapon I forgot my pains. I was delighted with
this tool, though I had as yet no idea how to use it, but the
first thing was to hide it from prying eyes. I found a safe
place for it in the stuffing of the back of my armchair, and,
as I afterwards found, this was the best place I could have
chosen.
I own that I am proud of my evasion; not of my suc-
cess, for good luck had a large share in that, but of my
courage and strength of mind in conceiving such a project,
in spite of all I had against me.
I was certain that under my cell was the room in which I
had seen Cavalli, the secretary. This room was cleaned
every morning. The thing to do was to make a hole through
the ceiling, let myself down with the sheets of my bed,
and hide under the table till the door was opened. If there
should be an archer outside, I must trust to Providence and
my weapon to get rid of him. The difficulty was to keep
Laurence and his men from sweeping under my bed, more
especially as I had particularly asked them to do so, on ac-
count of the fleas.
I pretended I had a violent cold, and that the dust made
me cough. For a few days this worked all right, and then
Laurence grew suspicious, came in with a candle, and e\ery
corner was swept out. The next morning I pricked my
finger, and showing the blood-stained handkerchief to the
gaoler, 'You see,5 I said, cwhat the dust did; I coughed so
violently I must have broken a small blood-vessel/
The doctor was sent for, and when I told him the cause
of my illness, he said I was perfectly right, nothing was sr

